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Just as well, she reflected, for husband and wife to be perfectly
frank and open about these things.
'But Catherine doesn't want love or even good honest lust;
she wants drivelling mutual exaggeration. "You and I be heroine
and hero" sort of business. She's got nothing to give anyone but
the sensations of being dressed up as Richard Cceur de Lion in a
fancy dress ball. You couldn't even laugh with her. She was made
up by Nature and painted when she was born. Not a natural
endearment. Not a shadow of tenderness. Pose and swagger.
Love in a glare. She and her transmogrified Armenian, Fearon-
Owen, pretending to be a lofty British aristocrat, are a fair match.
Their great moments are when they come into rooms where there
are a lot of people. Conspicuous is the climax. If she couldn't
be a whore she'd be a hoarding. So as to be looked at. What a
man of Sempack's quality can see in her beats me altogether.
What did he see in her? 1 don't believe he ever saw her. I believe
she just stripped for action and threw herself at him and he saw
something he had very properly forgotten for years, highly
illuminated by the Italian sun - the female of the species. And
he fell right back among the elements from which we all arose,
strutted, started off to crow. And lo! the hen wasn't looking any
longer.5
Philip was shrewd there, his wife thought, and what followed
seemed still shrewder.
*He was at loose ends with his work and worried about the
state of the world, and active imaginations in distress fall back
upon love affairs just as nervous, under-vitalised people fall back
upon brandy. He was exposed to her. She went through the
motions of falling in love with him; and as no one else, or at any
rate no one else in her class of conspicuous beauty, had ever gone
through those motions at him before, I suppose it came to him as
a tremendous reminder of things he'd put away out of his thoughts
for ages. She humbugged him, to be plain about it, that he had
made a conquest. To pass the time while she quarrelled with
Fearon-Owen. And as a sort of revenge and consolation against
Fearon-Owen. She lifted him up and then she heard Fearon-
Owen whistle and she let him down, and his humiliation has
been immense. Immense. His feelings are as slow and as massive
as he is. I have things he has said to me to confirm these interpre-
tations. They haven't just sprung unbidden in my mind. "You
are lucky," he said to me, praising you. "You are happy. You've